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Synopsis Chapter I.
An injured, unknown man, speaking

n strange foreign tonguo is brought
to Bcllcvuc Hospital and is nicknamed
John Doe by the doctor and nurse.

CHAPTER II.
,t . Scarred Visitors. ...,.,-- ,

Brcakfast-tim- o and the morning
paper brought the undentificd patient
to my mind, for on an inside pago
of the pcridical I found an item which
ran:

WATER-FRON- T HOLD-U- P

Unidentified Foreigner Picked Up Ser-

iously Wounded. Speaks Strange
Language.

Stabbed in the back, his left arm
and three ribs broken, his pockets
emptied and turned inside out, and un-

conscious foreigner was found lying
abrest of Pier 18, North River, short-

ly after dusk last evening.

Taken to Bcllcvue Hospital, the in-

jured man was revived, but none of

the interpreters were able to converse

with him. The surgeons are of the
opinion that the man was stabbed,
robbed, and then thrown out of a
rapidly moving vehicle.

Little hope is expressed for 'the re-

covery of the victim. The police

profess to have no clue to the iden-

tity of the assailants.
"He's a funny guy," said the day

attendant when I reported for duty
that evening.

He jerked a thumb in the direction
of Cot 12, and continued:

"When I was about to wheel him
into the X-r- room this morning to
get a picture of his ribs he hung onto
the cot with that good right wing of
his. Wouldn't leave till he fished
around under the bed-cloth- and
dragged out his wooden foot. I
Strapped it on for him, and then he
was happy. He's in bad shape."

"Find anybody that can talk with
him?" I asked.

"Ngh-ngh!- " grunted the day man
negatively as he struggled into his
overcoat. "Old Moses "was up here
this afternoon. He tried him with all
the languages he speaks. Nothing
doing. Moses says he thinks it some
dialect of Slavish. Well we've
transferred all our convalescents to
the. Metropolitan and cleaned away the
'springs.' You'll have an easy night.

!"

Thankfully I eyed the clear center
of the long ward and then went about
my duties.

As I took my temperatures I no-

ticed that John Doe had consider-
able fever. But he seemed to be rest-
ing easier than he had been the night
before, and he flashed me a grateful
look as I took his pulse. ,

"What do you make of those scars,
doctor?" I asked the ward surgeon,
a little later, as he halted before Cot
12 after attending to an urgent sum-
mons from another part of the ward.

"Couldn't say exactly, Mac," pro-

nounced the interne as he stroked his
neat Vandyke and glanced at the chart
'hooked at the foot of the cot.

Then he bent over the wounded man
and turned his attention to the recent
ly healed cicatrices.

"Looks like the work of poisonous
thorns," he murmured as he ran his
trained fingers over the pitted and
lumpy skin of John Doe's forearm.
"Probably we'll never learn definite-

ly,!' he added as he shurgged his his
shoulders and turned away.

It was nine o'clock, or a little after,
when the telephone-bel- l brought me
out of Gray's chapter on the connec-

tive tissues. The "Gate" was speak-

ing:
"Three guys comin' up to identify

your John Doe. The 'sistant super's
offico says to let 'em look him over.
If they reco'nizo him you're to fill

out his history sheet."
To Miss Julia I repeated the mes

sage from the man at the entrance
gates of the big institution.

"Hope they're friends of his, and
that they cheer him up," said the
black-haire- d night nurse as she slip-

ped into "Surgical 14" on a still hunt
for reserve hot-wat- er bottles. For
three empty cots in No. 13 yawned for

still up in the amphi-
theater.

The fireproof door swung open a
few minutes later, and following hard
upon the heels of a messenger, three

ed Btrangors entered
tbo ward

They were rough-lookin- g customers.
Tho mun in the lead was a kairy-face- d

ruffian, bearded to tho top of his
cheekbones. Slouching behind him
was nn oily Bkinned rascal whoso
ehoo-bott- eyes roved restlessly over
tho cots along tho walls. Tho third
man of the ugly trio lagged behind,
eyeing each cot ho passed as if ho were
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actually fearful of recognizing its
occupant.

As I caught a full-face- d glimpse of
the laggard, I noticed that he had but
one serviceable eye. Tho other or-

gan, atrophied and shrunken in its
socket, lent nn expression to tho cruel
fuce once scon never to bo forgotten.

One's antipathies are a hard thing
to explain, particularly when they ap-

ply to strange persons with whom
one has never exchanged a word. I
conceived a dislike for these visitors
as soon as I laid eyes upon them.

Ugly in person as was the man in
Cot 12, there was some spark in his
doglike brown eyes that kindled a re
sponsive flame. Countrymen of Johnl
Doe or not, my sixth sense told mo
that their presence in Surgical 13 was
not to the advantage of the wounded
man.

Miss Prendergast led the way to tho
corner cot of our unidentified patient,
and I was about to follow, when once
more the ward door swung open to ad-

mit a white-swathe- d post-operati-

from the amphitheatre above.
It was a case which kept me busy

for fully ten minutes. When I turned
again to Cot 12, it was to see Miss
Julia remonstrating with the bearded
visitor.

"Mac!" she called, as she caught
my eye.

Instantly I sprang across the ward
in time to see the man with the with-
ered eye withdraw his hand from be-

neath John Doe's pillow. And the
man with the bendy eyes and saffron
skin was actually sitting upon the cot
of the sufferer.

"They're annoying this poor man,"
complained Miss Julia, her eyes snap-
ping. "Make them get out, or send
for a policeman from the prisoners'
ward."

A glance at John Doe corrobo-
rated the nurse's statement, as his
face plainly showed annoyance.

Fear, coupled with defiance, was
written plainly on the sunken face. A
trembling index-fing- er was pointed ac-

cusingly at the bearded visitor; and
from the lips of the sufferer poured
forth a volley of words in the un-

known language.
Stronger and clearer grew his voice

until the deep tones rang through the
ward, disturbing and arousing the
other patients.

"Put 'em out!" yelled a bandage-swnthe- d

truckman from his cot across
the ward.

I was about to twist my hand into
the collar of the nearest of the tor-

mentors, when a combination of con-

ditions caused me to suspend action
for the time being.

Firstly, I noted with surprise that
ill three of the visitors were, so far as
I could see, scarred as was John Doe
Their soft shirts and rolling collars
displayed tawny throats scored to the
chins.

In the case of the bearded man, his
neck where visible bore the same dis-ticti-

cicatrices. Alike, the hands
and wrists of the unsavory trio were
marked and pitted with the same vari-
colored phenomena.

Likewise, they were sun-bitt- and
gaunt, as if for years tropical suns
and fevers had been gnawing at their
brains and vitals.

But most surprising of all the
bearded man spoke a language that
the man in Cot 12 could understand;
for, as the voice of the latter weak-

ened and died away, Blackbeard be-

gan to speak in low tones.
And the wounded man understood;

for as tho purring, wheedling bass
tones came to his ears he waved the
other way, and what I judged to bo a
negative came explosively from the
parched lips.

"Here," said I, putting my hand on

the whiskered man's shoulder, "you'll
have to stop that and get out of here
mighty quick."

Ho drew back. Tho man sitting on
tho cot rose to his feet, and tho man
with tho shrunken eyo turned his use
ful organ full upon mc.

"Go on!" I urged. "Got out. All
of youl"

An ugly look Bwept over tho face of
the man I had my hand on. He
shook off my grasp and muttered
something to his two companions.

Then and there it occurred to mo
that these rascals might bo responsi-
ble for tho plight of tho sorely wound-

ed man.
I drew back a stop or two. I had

no idea of facing unarmed three such
lough-lookin- g characters. Then, be
hind me, I heard tho soft click of the
telephone, followed by tho oven voice
of Miss Julia as sho asked switch
board for tho prisoners ward.

"Who is this man?." I demanded,
sparring few time, with nn idea of de-

training fnCysuspecta that thoy might
i io apprehended. I pointed at thp

haustcd John Doo and addressed my-

self to Blackboard.
"Wo do not know thees ol' fellow,"

was tho snearing reply.
With his eyes he seemed to bo meas-

uring the distance between us. Then
they leaped suspiciously to tho white-robe- d

woman at tho telephone whom
ho had just noticed.

"What language does tho sick man
speak?" I went on, edging simulta-
neously toward an instrument cup-

board which I knew to contain surgical
implements that might bo used as
weapons of defense should the emer-
gency arise.

An insulting laugh was my sole
reply. Then, at n word from their
leader they made a hasty retreat.

With an idea of securing their de-

tention I sprang to the telephone and
called up the Gate; but before I was
connected several minutes had elapsed,
and tho watchman on duty reported
that the three men had just entered
a waiting hack and had been driven
rapidly away.

And when a pair of blue coats burst
into tho ward there was nothing left
to do but for me to inform them of
my suspicions and to describe tho ac
tions and personal appearances of the
unwelcome visitors.

Perfunctorily, with obvious yawns,
the policemen drew out their memora-

ndum-books and jotted dowi brief
notes. Then they returned to their
posts on the ground floor in the
gloomy ward with the barred door,
and windows.

Later, in the lonesome watches of
the early morning, Miss Julia and I,
seated upon opposite sides of the big,
flat-topp- ward desk, conversed in
low tones of the unusual events of the
night.

That a mystery, seemingly unsolv
able, shrouded the identity and his
tory of the man in Cot 12 the buxom
"up State" girl and I were) agreed.

CHAPTER III.
John Doe as a Penman

"Look!", said Kelly, the day attend-
ant, as I was relieving him the next
evening. He was pointing at the cor-

ner cot Cot 12.
I looked as directed and saw John

Doe partly propped up by doubled
pillows. Close beside his cot the
white enameled stand was drawn up
and the patient was busily engaged in
writing.

Slowly and painfully, moving his
free arm. a fraction of an inch at a
time,- - the wounded man moved his pen
over a gaper tablet.

"He made motions this morning
he wanted to write," Kelly went on to
explain. "The ward surgeon said to
give him pen and ink and let him go
ahead. He's been at it for hours now

only stopping long enough to rest
and take a little broth."

As dusk came on, forcing us to turn
on the lights, John Doe could no long-
er see plainly enough to write.

By signs and motions he made me
understand that he wanted an exten-

sion light placed at his stand; but I
was unwilling to make it easy for him
to still further weaken and excite him
self.

I put the matter up to the house
surgeon on his "good-night- " round.

"Let him have a light," was the
gruff spoken yet kindly decision. "Dr.
Rawlins gives him not more than forty-e-

ight hours to live. He's bleeding
internally heart too weak to take
ether. He's probably leaving a mes-sag- e

for some one; and if he doesn't
finish it ht he may grieve him-

self to death."
"And pray who'll read the mes-

sage;" I asked myself as I uncoiled
the insulated wire and adjusted the
shade over the glowing bulb.

John thanked me with one of his
pats upon my arm and then began his
fourth sheet. For a few moments I
stood watching him as he slowly trac-

ed strange characters upon the pad.
It was curious-lookin- g writing; not

pothooks and curves, as in shorthnnd;
nor yet the pictorial ideographs such
as the Chinese and Japanese used.
Never had I seen such writing.

But, somewhere and somehow, I felt
this, message written by a man with
but a few hours to live was destined
to bo read.

"Professor Rawlins visited the
ward to-da- y. Ho gives John Doe not
more than forty-eig- ht hours to live."

Miss Prendergast looked up from
her requisition-blan- k. Thpughtfully
she bit her penholder and looked over
at tho hooded light at tho head of
Pot 12.

"There's not u smarter surgeon
ever set foot in this ward," she de-

clared. "He's a professor of clinical
surgery up at tho college; and yet,
when it comes to measuring tho space
of human Hfo, I've known tho best of
them to go wrong."

Tho night nurse bent over her work.
.From its top shelf in tho medicine
cabinet I took tho precious volume
which would one day help qualify mo
to havo the right to uso tho magic let- -
ters "M. D."

Tho night was young. Vacant
cots, a dearth of "serious" cases,
promlsod me houra of profitable lei-

jure.
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Buried in ono of tho chapters on

tho connective tissues, too deeply oc-

cupied in my studies to moro than
raise my head as tho door at tho far
end of the ward opened and closed to
tho gostly visits of supervising nurses
and tho sturdy tramp of tho bluc-shirtc- d

night watchman, it must have
been about two in tho morning, when
Miss Julia brought mo out of my an-

atomy back to tho realities of Surgi-
cal 13.

"John wants you," she said, plac-
ing a white hand over tho paragraph
I was digesting.

For the moment I couldn't for the
life of me grasp her meaning. Then
the bony right arm and beseeching
eyes of the man of mystery made me
know that ho sought my company.

It seemed that he finished his writ-
ing. Five sheets of paper lay atop
tho writing tablet, each sheet covered
with the unusual characters.

The man with the scars greeted mo
with a haggard smile. His weak and
trembling fingers made ineffectual ef
forts to fold tho material into smaller
compass. I helped him.

Once across the middle, I folded the
letter-size- d sheets, and then twice the
other way. Then I fetched a Bellevue
envelope, enclosed the writing, and
laid the envelope face-u- p upon the
stand, supposing that he would make
some effort to address it. To my sur-
prise, he threw the pen upon the floor,

His forefinger touched the docu-

ment, his lips moved, his eyes sought
mine; then he pointed directly at me,
immediately thereafter extending his
fingers and waving his hand around
the wai-d-

, as much as if to say:
"There is my message. You can't

read it. Take it and find somebody
who can."

In pantomime, I told John Doc that
I accepted his trust. I stuck up seven
fingers and pointed at the clock, try-
ing to convey the hint to him that
at seven in the morning I would be
free to devote my time to the finding
of an interpreter.

And the scarred sufferer must have
understood me had confidence in me

for not only did he make no objec
tion when I removed his extension
light; he immediately fell asleep as
soundly as if he were a tired lad abed
in his father's house.

Morning found the man of mystery
still sleeping off his exhaustion, his
grizzled head pillowed on his un- -

bandaged arm. I stole a look at him
as I went off duty, then hastened to
my bacon and eggs.

Nine o'clock found me in the assist
ant superintendent's office. I'd made.
up my mind to get along without my
day's sleep, if necessary, in order that
the five-pag- e letter might be trans-
lated.

"It's nil Greek to me," chuckeled
the bald, good-natur- second in com-

mand at Bellevue after I'd told my
story and produced the message.

He fumbled with the pages of the
document, eyed the curious characters,
then scowling looked out upon the
insane pavilion, across the way. Re-

spectfully I awaited his wishes..
"Here!" he called finally. He roll

ed his after-breakfa- st cigar from
one corner of his mouth to the other
and looked up at me with a quizzical
grin. "Have you got any detective
ability?"

I replied that I didn't know that I
doubted it.

"Well, then, I designate you as a
committee of one. You're to get that
document read. If we turn it over to
the police they'll probably stick it in
a pigeonhole, and we'll never know
who stabbed and robbed that fellow."

Teh assistant chief refolded the
puzzle and tossed it over to me. I
pocketed it and turned to go.

And, by the way" I halted at the
words "if you run across anything
interesting I'd like to have yo ureport
to me. And should your investigation
keep you ou tafter seven in the even-
ing, you're excused from night duty.
Good morning."

The big man turned back to his
pile of vochers, when I hunted up
"Old Moses," the venerable head of
Bellevuo's staff of interpreters.

Moses looked up from the writing,
shifted his doublc-lensc- d spectacles to
the end of his nose, and studied me
for fully a minute.

"Well?" I ventured.
With the air of a grand duke of all

the Rusians, the wrinkled son of Is-re- al

lit one of his slim cigarettes, in-

haled a mouthful of tho arcid smoke,
and then waved the paper tube at John
Doe's message.

"It eesn't ho purred;
"yet tho letters are of tho
It eesn't Poleesh, nor Lithuanian, nor
Slovak. For twenty dollars a friend
of mine who ees intrepter in tho
Municeepal Courts weel a
perfect transla "

But I picked up tho letter and fled,
leaving Moses to his cigarettes and
memories of pogroms. I had no mon-

ey to invest in the solving of tho mys-
tery, and felt confident that somo-who- r

in tho big city I could find a per
son willing and able to read tho mes- -

sago and give me tho gist of its
contents.

At the office of the Russian con
nl nn nhlicrmir undnrlintr rnn

descended to look nt tho writing.
"I rccognizo tho language," said ho

at length.
Perceptibly my heart beat faster.
"It is written," went on tho clerk,

"in tho Dalmatian dialect of tho Ser
languago by a man pos-

sessing very fair education. I cannot
read it myself. Ono word out of five
I might decipher."

"Tell mc, please, who can read it?"
I begged, my heart once moro pump-
ing at normal speed.

Tho consular clerk examined his
manicured nails, frowning tho mean-
while.

"It's very hard to know just wher
to direct you," he answered after somo
moments. "I happen to know that it
will not do you any good to visit the
offices of the Austro-Hungaria- n consul-g-

eneral, for wo once had an occa-

sion to have translated a letter writ-
ten in the Dalmatian dialect, and they
couldn't help us. Over three they can
translate only German, Hungarian,
Polish and Bohemian. The man wha
translated the letter for us is no long
er in the city. He

"Who are these Dalmatians?" I in-

terrupted. "Where can I find one of
them in New York?"

"They come from a kingdom a
part of Austria bordering on thch
Adriatic Sea," the Americanized Rus-
sian was good enough to answer.
"Most Dalmatians are of Slavish de-

scent. A few of them speak the
Venetian dialect of Italian. They are
mostly sailors and farmers by occupa-
tion. Like the Montenegrins who live
near them, they are nearly all tall
in stature and very dark cemplexion-ed- .

Very few of them como to Amer-
ica.

My informant looked up from his
nails, to gaze upon the gloomy facade
of a building across dingy Stone
Street. He shurgged his shoulders as
he concluded:

"Maybe in some sailors' or imm-
igrants' boarding-hous- e on West Street

possibly Greenwich Street you
might be able to find a person who can
make the translation."

I thanked the clerk for his trouble
and pains, and made my way across- -

town to the North River.
It was the keeper- - of a Polish immi-

grants' boarding-hous- e who finally put
me on the right track. In a room
lined with frowzy-lookin- g servant-girl- s

and booted form laborers await-
ing employment, the red-nose- d pro-

prietor informed me that one, Szabo
Roth, keeper of a saloon, could read
Dalmatian and "all other Slavish dia
lects."

Four steps down, from the street, in
a ed room reeking with the
fumes of stale beer and cheap spirits,
I found Szabo Roth.

He was a rheumy-eye- d, piggish-lookin- g

man of a great weight and
flabby flesh. Toug-lookin- g characters
draped the greasy bar and rubbed
shoulders against the blued plaster
wall. Sailors clad in sweaters em-

blazoned with the onec-whi- te initials
of various transatlantic steamship
companies, foreign-lookin- g fellows
with hugh mustashes curled trucul-
ently upward, ox-ey- Slavish immi-
grants spat and swore and scuffled
their heavy foot-ge- ar on the

floor.
"I am Szabo," admitted the mass of

flesh behind the end of the bar. It
was the end nearest the entrance.

The red-rimm- ed eyes of the speaker
eyed me suspiciously. Doubtless, dec-

ently-clad, shaven and brushed citi-

zens were all too infrequent visitors
at the Greenwich Street dive.

"Can you read Dalmatian writ-
ing?" I asked bluntly, coming directly
to the point.

"Can I eat my breakfast?" mocked
Szabo, with a leer to the nearest ol
his customers.

There was a drunken guffaw from
at least two of them who understood
English.

"For dree years I run a boarding- -

house in Brazza," supplemented the
fat man hastily, as he noted my flush
of annoyance. "I can handle der z

like a native," he added.
"I've got a letter for you to trans

late," I said, simultaneously feeling
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in my pocket for tho envelope which
held tho strange writing.

"Are you from der police?" inquired
tho keeper of the dive, as ho took
John Doe's messago in his spatulato
fingers, and eyed mo with an lncrca-in- g

degrco of respect.
My stature fivo plus olovon and

my night-attenda- nt "air of authority"
may havo had something to do with
his inquiry.
""For tho space of possibly thrco
minutes, nil was silent within tho
grogery, save for the shuffling of un-

easy feet, and tho tick-toc- k of tho
cheap clock which hung below a
gaudily framed lithograph of a once-famo- us

Purple Star seven-da- y liner.
(To bo Continued

ALL WRONG

The Mistake Is Made by Many
Citizens.

Look for the cause of backache.
To be cured you must know tha

cause.
If It's weak kidneys.
You must set the kidneys working

right.
The following statement shows yon

how.
G. P. Huntress, Water St., Oak Har-

bor, Ohio, says: "I had a bad attack
of kidney trouble and was unable to
work. My back felt as though It
were broken and that constant ache
across my kidneys took the life out of
me. I tried medicines that were high-
ly recommended for kldnuy complaint,
but got no relief. The flrst bos ol
Doan's Kidney Pills helped me. Be-
fore long, the pain In my back left and
1 felt like n different person."

Price 50c, at all dealers. Don't aim-pl- y

ask for a kidney remedy get
Doan's Kidney Pills the same that
Sir. Huntress had. Foster-MHbur- n

Co., Props., Buffalo, N. Y.
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319 Adams Street
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Save $$'s on Old Tires
From O) ol

tires we maaka
one double trca4
tire, which m
guarantee WHJ.
outwear any mew

VU iSuCattf iH tire. We are tiHf er rttxA In original dombli
M mm tread MFK'S. M

don't be mlileai.
Open week daya

8 to 9 p. ma.
Sundays, 9 a, b.to 5 p. ma.

Alio, a large atock oi new and leccaaV
hand tubca and tirei.
AUTO TIRE EXCHANGE

237 E. Jefferson Ave., Detroit
Phone Cadillac SIM

TRADE HARKS
DESIGNS, COPYRIGHTS
OWEN, OWEN & CRAMFTON

922-9- NWholasBtdg. BothFhonM

AUTOMOBILE SCHOOL
DETROIT Y. M. C. A.

DAY & EVENING CLASSES
For Salesmen, Chauffeurs, Machin-
ists and Owners. Enter any time.

For Particulars, Address
Y. M. C. A. Automobile School

Room 303 Detroit, Mich.

LIBRARY PARK HOTEL

OPPOSITE HUDSON STORE
Rates 75 up Noon Lunch 35c

A. E. HAMILTON
Detroit, Mich.
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Watch $15

Dials
White or

Gold
Bracelet

Detachable
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firmly fixed in your mind. Here is tho greatest bargain wo ever
offered to induce Early Xmas Buying.

Fine

Our Special Price $15.00
Other fine values $18.00, $20.00, $25.00
Will hold until Xmas on a small deposit.

Successors to Win. II. Urocr and The Geo. Knpp Co.

Wm. H. BROER, President

TOLEDO, OHIO
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